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Their lonely hopes and griefs grown cold, Into a chain of tear-washed gold That yet shall cling about the Earth In dawning of her second birth.
Tale-teller, who 'twixt fire and snow Had heart to turn about and show With faint half-smile things great and small That in thy fearful land did fall, Thou and thy brethren sure did gain That thing for which I long in vain, The spell, whereby the mist of fear Was melted, and your ears might hear Earth's voices as they are indeed. Well ye have helped me at my need.
It was not till a week later that the travellers reached Grettir's lair on the Fairwood-fells, "such a savage and dreadful place that it gave quite a new turn in my mind to the whole story, and transfigured Grettir into an awful and monstrous being, like one of the early giants of the world/' On the 22nd of August they crossed White-water, and after a day's rest at Reykholt, where Snorri Sturluson lived and died, set forth for Thing-valla, the last goal of their pilgrimage.
cc The wind dropped and a long strip of blue-green opened in the south-west, and widened and turned bluer and let the sun out. It is exciting to us to see the indigo-coloured peaks whose shapes we know rising up one after another over the dull heath : and soon we note the ragged screen of rocks before Ball-Jokul, and that other range that runs south from Skjaldbreid, and the whole tumbled sea of peaks that rise between us and the plain of Thingvellir.
c< The heath bettered as we rode on, and we got to is a long one, lying now along the shore and now over necks of land from firth to firth. On one of the long peninsulas thus formed, but now out of pradicable reach in the time at their disposal, is Ere, the centre of the story of the Eyrbyggja Saga, which had been the first book translated by Morris from the Icelandic. In the beautiful manuscript of hisnd, I suppose, made me contented again/'which
